
WJiAT BECOMES OF
OUR FOUNDLINGS.

Possible ^dVen-
tures of the
Three Richly

Gji/UfGES: ONE D'EATP,
ONE SI&H, ONE POOR.

*3hfcT

Jany i^oiqaqceS in the
LiVes of Babies Found

On Nevtf York
Doorsteps.

Within two or three weeks three babies,

dressed Iu elaborate laces and fine linens,

have been found ou door steps in New York

and taken to police stations. They have
the blue veins and taper fingers that tell of

gentle blood. The care with which they had
been dressed before they were abandoned
showed that It was not a grateful task to
the mothers who set them adrift. It is not
hard to imagine why they were left on those
doorsteps.only one thing would make such
women as the mothers of these babies evi¬
dently were give tip the little ones which
they love.nothing except the fact that to
keep the babies meant {o lose their own

good fame. It does not seem quite fair; it
I geeins as if the mothers were forcing the
helpitss infants to pay the penalties of
sins, whtch certainly they had no voice in.
But of such injustices is the way of the
world made up. ¦¦¦"

Now, what Is likely to become of those
babies? We all know how those things
happen in the story books. The first chap-

-^5?l

mental activity of a baby depends some¬
what on the mental activity of its mother
before Its birth. The mother, who is ex¬

pecting the coming of a baby as the result
of sin, Is full of remorse, for what she has
do.ns and fear of the consequences. ^ This
worry keeps her brain at work incessantly.
Hence foundlings are more than likely to
be mentally quick children.
So it is fair to assume that the three lit-

tje ones are,-'besides being pretty (which
tbfey undoubtedly are), also brainy. Thus
far they are lucky,. Now,' who will adopt
them? About 15 per cent of. the babies
who are adopted from the,- New York
Foundling Asylum are taken by compara¬
tively wealthy people. The. rest :go-> to
poor .foster parents.mostly farmers. So
there is less than half a chance that one

of tlio three babies will find a luxurious
home. If ;the .figures work according to
schedule, the second will die. The third
(calculating in tho same way) will be adopt*1
ed by poor folks. From this, point even

statistics will not help us prophesy.
The children who are adopted are gen*

erally taken before they know anything
about their bad beginnings, and it 1#
pleasant to belipve that their foster par¬
ents do not tell them of it. Those who
are not adopted grow up in some one of the
half dozen Institutions among which the
oity apportions its waifs.
There are eight portraits of foundlings oij

this page, which prove that sometimos
the little strangers who are unwelcome at
their births find warm welcomes afterward.
The photographs came from the private and
beloved collection of Sister Irene, of the
New York Foundling Asylum. They show
some of the many little ones who have left
her loving care, for the luxurious homes of
rich people. Of course Sister Irene did not
tell even'the'writer the names of the people
who had adopted thes,£ fortunate found¬
lings, for thus would be revealed to the
foundlings themselves the mystery of their
lives' beginning?. And all of them believe
their foster parents to be their own. But
the faces ahd the gorgeous surroundings are

pleasant to iook upon and show that there
may be good luek in store for the three
little waifrj in fine raiment. Somewhere are

three mothers who, when they read this,
article will catch their breaths and sob

ter develops the jrichly-dressed foundling
with a "strawberry mark. In due time he
grows up frith a great sorrow, but the best
of luck otherwise} ^nd meets his beitfesp.
Through the pages stalks a beneficent
shadow.. You know that before the end
this shadow will evolve into a Me or

banker, a duchess or a society queen, who
will qfalm the fouwlUCg as a.saiu. aaid'the
hindered 0# according to
ticbednle. Tbdtr tatft" any character in all
nlory paper Htfwiture\s4ffi SHS-'sure a piiwnt
to a rtCh-TUKt happy life ,a» tbe^young «ne

found on a doorstep.
Bankers' eons go wrong'anH "peers' daugh-,

tors grow up to puUid faces and black
shawls sometimes, .'but tWbaby that comes
In a basket has a &catga ge on "fortune.in
a story;... z,1."
Hut ih real life? R'^al life U rarely like

* story book. Thcse'three ffabies found on

,ew York doorst£rjs are by no means cer-

ain of glorious futures. In the first place,
he brutal mottattty statistics are against
..en?. Xli-y havo iA-Somed one of the trio'
« ai> early death, for une out of the three

tfc.® cfty's foundlings d'ios before the;
rival of Us fifth birthday. Of course-,

.»;i three of these may live, but it will be
at the Wtpenae of some other tiny found¬
ling's life, if one of them does not die.
For the general average of.those cold, cruel
life and death tables at the Health Board
must be maintained.
About one-half of the 1.700 children aban¬

doned by their mothers every year in New
York are adopted by people who are as

anxious to get possession of children jjs
the unhappy parents who deserted them
wore to g*'t rid of them. The three who
were abandoned in fine clothes recently wi.l
probably be adopted (if they live), for they
are pretty and bright looking. Foundliugsy
Indeed, are almost always bright children.
Science, which is forever looking for ex¬

planations, explains that In this way: The

and hope so; three childless mothers who
were driven by cruel circumstances to
leave their' babies on strange doorsteps.

WHERE THE FOUN'DLJN'G^ GO.
Nowhere in. the world, is.there, a more in¬

teresting buildi.ua than the New York
Foundling Asylum, nt Lexington avenue and
Sixty-eighty st^e.eV.JIt .is^the^ largest insti¬
tution of its kjuil'in the wf>rid'.exo<?i>r the
ESuundlUig ITospifM in I'a'iis, which Wite.thfe
plonker of these baby ponies, and wa«x«£$ab-
!i><h>-'l early in the seventeenth century by
Vincent de Paul.
On a wet October morning in 1865 the

people in Twelfth 'Street' saw a curious
llttje basket in the doorway of No. 17.
They wondered what it meant and why
it had been placed there.

All through the day it lay there and
when night closed in a little lamp il¬
lumined It.
Traffic, and noise dred away in the street,

and when it grew very late'a woman crept
up* to its radiance, a woman with a. sad
face and a breaking heart.
Beneath her thin shawl was a tiny, pal¬

pitating bundle. With a gush of sorrow she
deposited it in the little basket, and hurry¬
ing down the steps she waited in the wet
shadow until a baby wail rang out in the
darkness. At the cry the door was opened
and a woman, clad in the. robe of the
Sisters Qf £harity, appeared in the light.
Tenderly she raided the little himan bun¬
dle, and pressing it to her breast carried
it in to its new home. Then the other
woman crept down the street with her
secret of shamo and sorrow.
The next night there came another and

yet another, to lay in the little crib their
fatherless babies, and the sister took them
in to warmth and light.,
This tender-hearted woman, who moth¬

ered little waifs, was Sister Irene, now
celebrated as the foundress of the big
Foundliug Asylum of New York City.

Sometimes in those days she arose in^the
morning without a penny to carry on the
good work begun, but before night help
was sure to come, as rumors of her en¬

deavors to mother city waifs got noised
abroad. Ladies sent in food, clothing and
money, and even begged Sister Irene to
allow them to take turns at watching the
babies.
At first high functionaries opposed the

undertaking, urging that its tendency was
to encourage crime, yet these were the
<^gys when the papers were daily record¬
ing tales of infanticide, when babies were

being constantly left on the steps of insti¬
tutions, whose charters allows no room for
them. i.

After a time, however, the City Fathers
acc&pted the burden of these innocent lives
and paid a certain -small am, per capita,
toward their support.
Six months after Sister, Irene had stnrfed-

"ti}.e-worfc -she ¦nfaa.-^ble to report:: "Six
hundred and twfcuty-fiv« foundlings have
already been received and cases of infan-

a cruel world.ought to grow up amidst
wealthy and refined surroundings. But
the mother's fault is the child's misfor¬
tune, which in turn becomes the bitterest
cross of her life. Of many of these tots
the sisters know the pedigree. It has been
confided to them almost with tears of
blood, and from outside and unknown to
the world the mother or father, or some¬
times both, play the part of an unseen

providence in their abandoned baby's life.
In other cases the children are adopted

into the family where they belong.
And sometimes, in exceptional cases, cir¬

cumstances work around so that the father
and mother find themselves in a position to
cJairn their child and arrange matters to
Mrs. Grundy's and the entire world's satis¬
faction. But there are many sad instances
to be met with in a foundling asylum.
¦" Such cases as those recently noticed in
the dajly papers are common enough.
Little waifs, daintily clad, of blue blood

and tender flesh, often turns up with no
clew to any .future identification.

baby faces peeping out from brilliant-hued
shawls. Their bare heads are covered with
coils of black and glossy hair, while around
their necks are strings of beads for the
babies to play with. When the gates are

opened, in they hurry, each vieing to see
whose baby will receive most praise. At
one end of the room sits a Sister giving out
little shoes. It takes 1,000 pairs of shoeS
to supply the demands of a single pay day.
At a desk sits a sister paying out in sums

varying from $6 to $20, as much as $1,300
in a day. Then come the country women
with their pink-cheeked "run-a-rounds."
French, German, Italian, Irish.even an

old black auntie, with a cherub, black and
shiny as a coal shuttle. A doctor examines
and vaccinates the babies and sends the
ailing ones to the dispensary.
The fat, clean ones are praised and pet¬

ted, and occasionally on® is taken away
from a negligent mother.
When the babies are three years old they

are taken back to the asylum and taught
the pretty courtsies of child-life. Then, as

Are They Brother and Sister?
SChese foundlings have been adopted by the same people, on the supposition that they are brother and sister. The boy

was found on the same doorstep a year after the girl had been picked up there, with a message pinned to his clothing,
saying that the mother had been charmed with the treatment her little baby daugh-ter had received, and hoped the boy would
be as fortunate:

Foundlings Who Have Been Adopted by Rich People.
These little folk, although they were deserted in babyhood by their real parents, have found luxurious homes with people

who werei charmed by thfiir -bright faces when they went to the New York Foundling Asylum to find babies to adopt. Thej
pictures jvere drawn from phonographs In Sister Irene's private collection. Names and addresses are not given, because
some at the children have n,ever been told that they were foundlings.

ticlde have almost entirely ceased in this
city."
The little Twelfth street house had. grown

mu<ih too small and Sister Irene literally
found herself in the predicament of the
little woman who lived In a shoe, "She
had so many children she didn't know what
to do."
At the end o£ a year they moved Into

roomier quarters, at No. 3 North Washing¬
ton square.
The Legislature; of New York, seeing the

amount of good accomplished; -bjr JSister
Ifrenei" -now made a great concession. They
promised to accord the sum (if $100,000 foi
the building of a -f.ofandllixg- Asylum on a

site given by the city, provided that the
same amattht;tiould be rai&ed by subscrip¬
tion..

_ r

To acquire this sum, several prominent
New York women .organized a society
known as "The New Ybrk Foundling Asy¬
lum" Society." They got up bazaars, flower
shows, concerts, and In a short time the
in&ney was forthcoming.
The result of alt this effort was that In

November, 18?3 the asylum took posses¬
sion of the large edifice. which it now oc¬

cupies on Sixty-eighth street, between
Lexington and Third avenues.

Formerly it was the custom to deposit
the infant In the crib on the doorstep.
This has been changed. Who brings the
child must now ring the bell. The door is
opened by a sister, who tells the mother
to deposit the child in the crib. Then she
gently tells her of the duty shfc owes her
offspring, and, if possible, persuades her
to remain and nurse her baby.
And, as a rule, these persuasions are

successful, and many p9or mothers are

glad to procure a shelter for themselves
as well as for their babies.
However, the babies, or little waifs, In

the Foundling Asylum do not always come
from the destitute and lower ranks of life.
Many of them.Innocent little victims of

They are named after something or other
which suggests itself at the time, and join
the flotsam and jetsam of life to take
¦with others their chances 'Of being propi¬
tiously adopted.
The New York Foundling Asyium accom¬

modates 600 children and 300 mothers or

nurses, while 1,200 babies are put out to
nurse. A stream of women and babies may
be noticed once a month pouring along
Sixty-eighth street. The little tots are of
all ages and sizes. From every direction
they seem to arrive.up the avenue, down
the avenue,, from the crowded river dis¬
tricts, from the northern boulevards. Each
street car deposits one or more, each ele¬
vated train brings its quota.
"No, it isn't a baby show," said the po¬

liceman on the corner, "it is pay day at the
Foundling Asylum," he added, "and these
are the nurses of the outdoor department."
The asylum employs over eleven hundred

outside nurses. As most of the waifs drift
to its door a few hours or days after birth,
only wet nursing can save rhem, as a rule.
As soon as possible they are confided to

trustworthy women, who must furnish a

certificate as to health from a physician
and as to character from some trustworthy
person. As a precaution the asylum em¬

ploys two detectives and two policemen, ac¬

corded them by tihe city, to visit the out¬
door nurses constantly and unexpectedly in
their homes. On pay day of every month
th&. outdoor nurses must bring/the babies
so that the Sisters can see if they are be¬

ing properly cared for. A woman receives
§10 sl month for nursing a baby, and $8
for minding a "run-a-round" little one who
can walk. These latter are iu great de¬
mand in poor families, as they give iittle
trouble and help to pay the rent.

It is a pretty thing to see the nurses ar¬

rive on pay day.
Long before the gates are opened tihey

arrive. Here aro Italian mothers with

the Sisters say, "They are ready to be sent
put on the road," which means they are

ready for adoption In some Western home.
An agent is employed, whose business it

is to make several trips annually out West
to find comfortable homes for the children.
No less than five hundred orders of adop¬

tion are taken and filled annually.
The agent said the other day: "We have

no trouble In disposing of the children.
The first step is to solicit orders. When
I get about fifty I come to New York, make
my selections and supply the demand."
When asked whether boys or girls were

in most demand he said: "You may be
surprised, but nearly all want girls. Now,
it happens that we have more boys thaju
girls, and I sometimes have to persuade
them that they don't want anything but
a boy. People are usually particular about
the appearance. One mun recently ordered
a red-haired boy; he said he had a red-
haired wife and six red-haired little girls,
and he wanted a bop to match. I got him
one and he recognized him on the train
before I pointed him out."
"In giving up the babies we do not bid

them farewell. We visit t'hem annually,
to see that they are receiving proper treat¬
ment, and we usually find that they are

being well cared for."
ROMANCES OF FOUNDLINGS.

There are plenty of romances about the
foundling homes of New York. There is
the boy who was found pn a wet night
away back in the '50s, naked but for a

blanket wrapped about him and with only
this message to identify him:

: :
: His father * name was Frank. :
: Please namt him the same, and :
: God grant b e may grow to be as :
: good a mar . :

He was adoj ted into a Western home,
and now Frp ik !p a Governor. Hidden
away in "the ecords of the Foundling Asy¬
lum is the record of his coming and the

MOST UNJPPT
~

GIRL IN TOWN.t.

message. They keep those things, because
some day somebody with a right to know
may seek to trace the foundling boy, who
Is now one of the richest men in his sec¬
tion of the country.
"Does he know?" was asked of the gentle

old Sister at the home.
"Not unless the people who adopted him

and made him their heir have told him."
There are other sadder records than

these. Ther® is one of a boy who came to
the largest foundling asylum in this State.
He had good clothes, almost as rich and
dainty as those of the aristocratic waifs
who were abandoned last week. He also
was adopted. His foster-parents, simple,
pious people, brought him up with the
greatest care, and apparently it was worth
while. They had no trouble with him, but
when he was thirteen he ran away and he
never came back. He was a pickpocket In
New York, a burglar in Chicago, a dozen
prisons have his name on their books, and
he -was one of Ave lynched in Arizona ten^
years ago for a cruel murder and robbery.
The fair start is not always a guarantee
Chat the lad will run fair in the race.

And the baby girls? There are foundlings
In the happy homes, wires and mothers
wo do not know what trouble Is, and
there are foundlings in the gutter. The
people who have to do with these places
are great believers la heredity and prenatal
Influence.
The parents, or rather the mother of a

foundling, Is more often known to the peo¬
ple with whom the child is left than most
people have any idea of. Very often
a veiled woman comes a <|ay two after
a child has been left. Usually she says she
Is looking for a child for adoption. But the
Sisters and their nurses can tell. Strained
eyes and heaving breasts, a stolen caress,
a backward glance when she goes out.they
can tell the mother who has been forced to
leave her child.
One mystery there Is among the stories

of the foundlings, more sinister than any
of the others.
A fair' child, now a golden-curled girl of

fourteen, was left in the usual way. Quite
an elaborate layette accompanied the waif.

Locked Up HoW
for Persistently

Trying to
Kill jlarself

i t
i.j -1-

P BHI&PT SPOT
m LIFE FDR JJEH.

Hary Jleatheringtoii, yilona
iq Jimeriea, Deceived by
the Qqe She Imsted,

Waqts to Die.
Nineteen and beautiful, strong with the

health of her native meadows and hills, and
the most miserable woman in New York!
Twice she has tried to take her own life,

and now she Is locked up and guarded i'estt
she throw herself from a window or dash
her head against a wall.
Mary Heatherington Is her name, and

there is nothing new in the cause of her
wretchedness or her desire to hide her
shame-wracked self beneath the waves.

She is tall and graceful, an Irish peasant
girl, with big dark gray eyes and Jet black
hair.
In her home in Leinster she was happy,

she says. The poverty was not hard to bear,
for she had known nothing else, and looked
forward to nothing else. The little house
on the side of the beautiful Irish mountain
was the only home she had known. The old1
grandparents stinted themselves even morel
because of the dark-haired girl.

Pinned to one of the robes was this mess¬

age:
Treat her well during her short life.
She will die on her eighteenth birthday.
God's will be done!
That Is all. Who she is is a secret. They

do not know what the message means. The
girl has a home and is well cared for; she
has shown no sign of any organic disease,
and the foundling ayslum people hope and
believe teh writer of the mysterious mes¬

sage does not know her whereabouts. There
has never been an inquiry about the child,
and, of course, she knows nothing about
the threat*that came with her to the door¬
step.
A well-grown boy and a dainty girl, who

have grown up in an aristocratic family,
came from a foundling home. One came
a yeai later than the other, and with the
boy was a note begging that he be cared
for as we'll as his sister was before him.
The family that had adopted the girl was
notified and gladly accepted the baby boy
as well.

ASBESTOS FOR BOOTS.
The Latest Use to Which This Material

Is Put Is One of the
Best.

Every day brings out some new use for
asbestos. Now it is proposed to use it in
the soles of boots. Asbestos wool, pressed
by hydraulic force into thin sheets, water¬
proofed on one side, is to be inserted as the
middle sole. Asbestos is a non-conductor
of heat, ergo cold, and In conjunction with
a waterproof material will hi^ve the effect
of counteracting the influences of heat, cold
and moisture It is said that asbestos lined
boots cannot creak in wear, and are much
more flexible than ordinary boots. A man

wearing asbestos boots can walk over live
electric wires in safety, as it is a non-con¬
ductor.

Then came the Immigration agent with
his stories of fabulous wealth to be earned
in a great country across the sea. The old
grandparents didn't want to see her go, but
people she knew were going, and she real¬
ized the cruelty of remaining longer a

burden on the old people. So she c^ime to
New York as innocent and unsophisti¬
cated a child as ever stared wide-eyed at
the big buildings. Naturally she became a
housemaid. An emigrant girl, without edu¬
cation, who only knows how to do what
she Is bid, has not much choice in the walk
of life she chooses. She wasn't a very
bright girl, and she was a very lonely one.

and wlien the man came she believed what
ho told her. Her religion and the habit
of innocence was all he had to combat, and
between flattery and lovemaking the mar
soon had Mary Heatberlngton placing her
faith in him above any other faith she ever
had. Of course, he lied to her and left
her, and the day came when Mary Ileath-
erington found herself the most unhappy
woman in the world.
She was not smart enough to pretend to

be the same girl. She had been brought
up to consider sin worse than death, and
When she came to a full realization of
what she had <lone death seined the only
way to esoape from the more dreadful fate.
She hurried to the swan river in Central

Park and threw herself into It. She had
fought out the Struggle and reconciled her¬
self witlh death. But the officer of the law
was there and saved her. A woman's life
Is not her own, and she found herself be¬
fore a court, which at tirst held her in $500
bail, and then, when she promised not to
try to kill herself again, released her.
But the black misery, the shame, th«

lonellne.-.s of it all were too much for her
as soon as she reached the street. Her un-

hjippiness overwhelmed her. She did not
want her life. What was life worth to the
unhappiest woman In New York?
She hurried down to the river. Her pur¬

pose was written on her face and a passer¬
by read It and followed her. Just as she
poised herself for the plunge he caught
her.
"If you feel that way it's tim^ for some

one to take care .of you," said the man, as

he delivered her over to a policeman.


